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GRANDMOTHER’S STORY. 



It wanted but a few days 
to Lizzie Howard’s birth¬ 
day, and she was very busy 
^planning how she should 
it: she knew her 
grandmamma would 
her have her choice. 
lj.Ho w very pleasant it will 
be, grandmamma,” said 
Lizzie, !t having my birth¬ 
day come on Saturday; for 
the boys will be at home, 
and you will let me ride 
on Charlie’s pony, and he 
or Willie can ride grand- 
And the little girl skipped 


. papa’s old Buck! It will be so nice! ” 
about with delight. 

“ Well, after the ride, grandmamma, what shall we do ? ” 

“ I advise you to wait, my dear, until Saturday comes, and see what 
^ind of weather it will bring ; then you can determine what you will 
clo : there is not much dependence on April sunshine.” 

My little readers may wish to know why Lizzie lived with her 
grandparents. Her mother was their only child. At an early age 
she married her cousin, Mr. Charles Howard, of Georgia, and ac- 
' companied him immediately to his southern home. The second year 
of her marriage she had twins, little sons, Charlie and Willie, as 
they were called. Mrs. Howard was so delicate after the birth 
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GRANDMOTHER’S story. 


of her children, that, as soon as she was able to travel, her husband 
brought her north to her anxious parents and the home of her childhood. 

She never returned south. Mr. Howard spent his summers with 
her, but was obliged to return every winter to see after his large 
plantation. 

When Charlie and Willie were two years old Mrs. Howard had 
^a little girl, born at her grandfather’s : the mother lived only a few 
days, leaving her little orphans to the care of her deeply-afflicted 
parents, and committing them to a covenant-keeping God, praying 
fervently that he would so order their lives that they might be kept 
from ever being slaveholders, and brought up and educated at the 
north. 

Their father was perfectly willing to yield to his wife’s dying re¬ 
quests ; and the children had never known any other home than 
Maple Grove, and desired no other. Their grandparents were 
very indulgent to them; and their father, marrying again after a few 
years, did not give himself any anxiety about them, occasionally 
making them a short summer’s visit, leaving them to the entire con¬ 
trol of their grandparents, knowing that they would inherit their 
large estate. 

The boys had been for two years at an excellent boarding school, 
only three miles from Maple Grove, their grandfather’s residence, 
and came home every Saturday and remained until Monday; but 
Lizzie could not be parted with even to attend a day school, and 
her grandmamma, so far, had educated her herself. 

When Lizzie opened her eyes, Saturday morning, the rain was 
beating against her window, and every thing out looked dismal 
enough. She could scarcely keep from crying ; but she did not fret; 
for she knew that God sent the rain, and her grandmamma had taught 
her it was very wicked to find fault with what God did, and very 
silly too ; for it could do no good, and he did every thing right; 
and, when any thing worried or troubled her, that she might go to 
God and tell him of it. 

Lizzie struggled hard to keep back the tears, and her eyes looked 
very watery; but, washing and dressing herself, she knelt down by 
her little bed and said her morning prayer, “Our Father who art in 
heaven: ” then she prayed that God would keep her from fretting 
about the rain, and make her patient all the day, though she should 
not be able to go out; and asked him, in her own simple lan¬ 
guage, if “ he would please to make the sun shine, and let her dear 
brothers come.” 
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When Lizzie rose from her knees she felt a great deal happier; 
and, when she met her grandmamma in the. breakfast room, she looked 
so bright, grandmamma kissed her, and called her her “ sweet little 
daughter,” and -told her “ how glad she was to see her bear a dis¬ 
appointment so well; ” and “ she need not ask her if she had said 
her prayers, for she was sure she had sought for strength from her 
heavenly Father.” 

Mrs. Howard determined to make it a happy day to Lizzie in the 
house ; and, after breakfast and prayers, she took her into the library. 
In the bow window stood Lizzie's “ own little table,” as she called it, 
full of parcels, with her name written on. She did not know which 
to open first. 

There was a beautiful “ workbox from grandmamma ; ” a “ port¬ 
folio from grandpapa,” filled with writing materials and many very 
pretty books; for every servant in the family had placed a gift 
there for “Miss Lizzie.” She was a great darling with them all. 
After she had admired them again and again, grandmamma took from 
the window seat a little flower pot, over which was a coffee cup. On 
removing the cup, she displayed the tiniest rosebush, with the tiniest 
rosebud, just beginning to unfold its perfect little leaves. Lizzie's 
joy and wonder were unbounded. 

“ 0 grandmamma, how beautiful! Did you ever see any thing so 
perfect ? Where did it come from ? And is it mine ? ” exclaimed 
Lizzie, without waiting for a reply. 

“Yes, dear ;^it is aunt Nelly’s present to you. A lady, knowing 
her fondness for plants, sent her two last fall from the city, and 
she has been nursing this all winter very secretly for you: last 
evening she gave it to Robert for ‘ young missis.' ” 

“ How good she is to me,” said Lizzie, when it was sent to her! 
“ Does it seem possible, grandmamma, that it can be a real rosebush ? 
I never saw one before.” 

“ They are very rare,” said Mrs. Howard. “ I do not recollect 
their botanical name, but have heard them called the ‘ miniature 
rose.' ” 

The morning passed so quickly with Lizzie, in arranging her 
presents, admiring her rosebud, and talking with grandmamma, that 
she was quite astonished when the dinner bell rang. 

“ Can it be two o’clock, grandmamma?” 

“No, dear; only one o'clock. Your grandpapa wished an early 
dinner, that he might ride into town when Robert goes for your 
brothers.” 
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“ Then they will not be here to dine with ns, grandmamma ? ” 
“No, Lizzie ; we shall look for them at three o’clock.” 

She was much disappointed ; but, when they went down to the 
dining room, the sun came out from under a cloud and sent its beams 
dancing through the windows, promising a lovely afternoon. All 
dark shadows fled from Lizzie’s face ; and she seemed like a sunbeam 
herself, sent to gladden the hearts of her dear grandparents. 
“Well, my little daughter,” said Mr. Howard, “you see the sub, 


Nelly’s husband just sold. 

after all, will do his part towards brightening your birthday ; though 
he was sulky this morning, and would not show his face to greet you.” 

“Yes, grandpapa. I asked God, this morning, if he would not 
please to make the sun shine ; and he heard me. I ought to be very 
good, I am sure.” 

“We should be thankful for all the mercies he bestows upon us, 
my child. Well, what will grandmamma and you do, to get clear of 
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the two hours, before I can return with the boys. Time drags 
heavily when we are waiting.” 

“ 0, grandmamma will tell me a long-promised story.” 

After dinner, Lizzie stood at the window to watch her grand¬ 
papa’s setting off. When he was fairly out of sight she followed 
her grandmamma to her room, and begged her to tell her how 
Nelly came to live with her, and how she got away from her 
“ mas’r Dick.” 

“ I am afraid, my dear,” said Mrs. Howard, “ it is too sad a tale 
for a birthday. You know that you were so excited when she 
only related to you the beginning of her troubles that I feared it 
would make you sick.” 

“I think, grandmamma, I shall not feel as bad to hear you relate it 
as I did when aunt Nelly’s sorrowful face was before me.” 

Her history, my love, is only that of hundreds of her unfortunate 
race, whose sufferings have had no alleviation, who have only found 
rest in their graves. Aunt Nelly’s old age is one of comparative 
comfort. But I will give you her sad life of bondage as she has told 
it to me at different times. I shall relate it in as brief a manner as pos¬ 
sible. She endured every cruelty that a passionate, unfeeling mas¬ 
ter could inflict. He permitted her to marry a young slave of his 
to whom she was much attached ; then in a few years sold him, and 
thus separated them forever. She had two children at the time — one 
an infant, the other three years old. It was not long before her 
eldest child sickened and died ; and 4 she rejoiced,’ she says, 4 when 
she followed him to his quiet little grave.’ ” 

44 Rejoiced when her own child died, grandmamma! ” exclaimed 
Lizzie. 

44 Yes, my dear ; its death was preferable to the service of a cruel 
master.” 

44 How dreadful, grandmamma ! ” 

44 Well, her 4 mas’r Dick ’ married a very fine woman, who tried, 
though frequently in vain, to relieve her poor slaves and lighten 
their yoke of bondage.” 

44 What was her master’s name? ” said Lizzie. 

44 Walberg : he was a relative of your father’s.” 

44 1 am sorry to hear that he was a relation of ours, grandmamma.” 

44 To return to my story,” said Mrs. Howard. “Mrs. Walberg 
took a great fancy to Nelly and her child, and persuaded Mr. Wal¬ 
berg to let her have Nelly as her maid, one summer, when she was 
coming north. She knew that he thought of selling her, and very 







1U 


GRANDMOTHER'S STORY. 


probably would separate her from her child, and urged him to defer 
it, at last, until their return in the fall. The Walbergs brought 
letters of introduction to your grandpapa from some very dear friends 
in Georgia; and we were so much pleased with Mrs. W. that we 
invited her to remain with us whilst her husband went farther north. 
She had a lovely little girl of two years old, and Nelly her maid; 
and, what for some time seemed very unaccountable to us, Nelly’s 
child came too. One day I remarked to Nelly that she was blessed 



Nelly’s escape. 


with a good master and mistress, to allow her to bring on her own 
child.” 

“ ’Tis all missis, ma’am ; Mas’r Dick no let her come. Missis get 
her mother send one of her niggers to her, and she mak him tak 
Juley down to ship, tell captain keep her till we cum ; so mas’r 
never know Juley there for three days ; then he swear and rave, say 
‘ he throw her overboard ; ’ but missis she let him go on, say nothin’, 











GRANDMOTHER S STORY. 


11 


till he talk out. She manage him such a quiet way. 0, Nelly 
serve her all her life.” 

“We regretted much parting with our new friends. They prom¬ 
ised to write as soon as they reached their home. But months passed, 
and we did not hear of them. A terrible epidemic had been raging 
in Philadelphia, — some said it was typhoid, some yellow fever, —and 
it spread into some of the neighboring villages, cutting off our com¬ 
munication with the city. As the Walbergs were to spend some time 
there on their way home, we had felt considerable anxiety about them. 
It was a dismal, stormy evening, early in December: your grand¬ 
papa was absent from home. I was sitting alone in the parlor, when 
Willis, then quite a lad, put his head in the door, saying, ‘Mistress, 
poor creature in the kitchen, most froze, and little girl too.’ 
I hurried out and found poor Nelly almost speechless and stiff 
with cold. I recognized her at once as Mrs. Walberg’s maid. Lit¬ 
tle Juley was not in as bad a condition as her mother : to screen 
her, Nelly had taken off her own shawl and wrapped her in it. 
She could not speak to be understood. I gave them warm tea 
and had a bed prepared for them: gradually they began to re¬ 
vive. Nelly’s feet were so frozen I thought that she would lose 
them entirely; but good nursing*for a few days restored them. 
W T hen the poor creature was sufficiently recovered to talk, she 
told me, in her simple language, how they had travelled about 
after they left us and reached Philadelphia, supposing the fever had 
gone, when Mrs. Walberg’s little girl was attacked with it and died : 
then Mrs. Walberg was taken down, and lingered for weeks. Having 
a strong constitution, it triumphed over the disease, and she got 
able to sit up. Her physicians said it would be some time before 
she would be able to travel. Mr. Walberg felt that it was neces¬ 
sary for him to return south immediately ; and he left his wife, 
designing to come back for her or send her brother. Nelly had 
proved herself such a faithful nurse that even her master’s heart 
was softened towards her. Not many days after Mr. Walberg’s 
departure, Mrs. Walberg felt so much improved that she sent 
for a carriage; and, contrary to the remonstrance of her devoted 
attendant, she would visit the grave of her darling child. The 
effort and the renewal of her grief caused a relapse, and she sunk 
rapidly. Aware of her situation, she told Nelly as soon as she was 
gone to escape with her child before her master was summoned 
back, and directed her to me for succor and protection. The faith¬ 
ful creature closed her mistress’s eyes, and then watched by her 
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lifeless remains until they were borne by her physicians to a vault, 
to await the arrival of Mr. Walberg, who had been summoned 
immediately. Nelly then put all her mistress’s clothes and jewelry 
into her trunks, locked them, and gave the keys to Dr. R. He 
insisted upon Nelly’s going to his house and remaining until her 
master came for her. Poor Nelly had no desire to return south to 
her former state of servitude, and determined to follow her mis¬ 
tress’s dying command; but how to find us she did not know. She 


Nelly found mends. 

did not dare ask any questions that might excite suspicion. She 
knew that we lived somewhere on the river that they travelled 
on to get to the city. She did not even burden herself with her 
clothes and Juley’s any more than they could wear. The evening 
before the doctor was to have them removed to his house, Nelly, 
with Juley in her arms, left the boarding house. Wandering 
from one street to another, occasionally sitting down on the steps 
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of a house to rest, before morning she had got down to the 
river. God alone guided her; for earthly guidance she had not. 
The Delaware was frozen over ; and, thinking she should be more 
safe from pursuit on the opposite side, she crossed it. She met kind 
persons, who gave her milk for her child and food for herself, but 
asked her no questions. She ventured to inquire for our residence, 
and finally reached us in the condition I told you.” 

Lizzie, who had scarce taken her eyes from her grandmother's 
face, and had listened with almost breathless attention, burst forth, — 

“ 0 grandmamma, she was safe when she had got to you! How 
glad I am! I was afraid you would say, the doctor followed and 
overtook her.” 

“ I don’t know what he did,” said Mrs. Howard ; “ but I was very 
sure that her master would be after her, and I was determined to 
save her if I could. As I told you, your grandpapa was very fortu¬ 
nately away from home, attending the legislature, and I had Nelly 
boarded in the country for several weeks in a farmer’s family. 
Mr. Walbcrg wrote to your grandpapa informing us of liis trials, 
of Nelly’s escape, and wished to know if he had seen any thing of 
her. I had prepared for all this by keeping your grandpapa in 
ignorance of Nelly’s arrival, that he could reply, with perfect truth, 
that ‘ he knew nothing about her.’ ” 

“0, that was good, grandmamma! ” 

“ There is little else to add. We hired Nelly for many years, and 
a more faithful servant I never had ; but she had been so broken 
down by the cruel treatment she had received in her youth that she 
became prematurely old. I taught her about her Savior. God 
blessed my efforts ; and I believe that she is a true follower of our 
blessed Master.” 

“ Thank you, dear grandmamma, for telling me. I hope that none 
of father’s slaves will ever suffer. I mean to beg him, when he comes 
again, to set them all free.” 

“ I wish you could, my dear,” said Mrs. Howard. 

“ Here, here are the boys, grandmamma! ” exclaimed Lizzie. “ I 
had really forgotten that we were waiting for them.’ 1 And away she 
ran to meet them. 






AUNT NELLY 


“0 grandmamma, do you know aunt Nelly is sick?” said Lizzie 
Howard, as soon as she saw grandmamma in the morning. 

“Yes, my dear; I heard it last evening, and sent Rachel down 
to stay with her. She has just been up to my room to say it was only 
a turn of cramp and she is much better; and you may go and sit 
with her to-day if you please, as you have no school, and she loves 
to have you read to her.” 

“ Thank you, thank you, grandmamma ! ” And she jumped about 
with delight; for Lizzie was only ten years old, and a joyous little 
girl. “ Minnie White wanted me to spend the afternoon with her ; 
but I would rather go and see aunt Nelly, as she is sick. Perhaps 
she will tell me what makes her so sad sometimes; while she says 
God is so good to her, and you and grandpapa are so good to her, 
that she never wants any thing.” 

“You must not tease her, Lizzie,” said Mrs. Howard; “for poor 
Nelly has had a great deal of trouble in her life ; and when she feels 
like it, I dare say that she will tell you all about it.” 

“ Don’t you think she will to-day, grandmamma ? ” 

“ I cannot say, my impatient little girl: it is a long story and a 
sad one. You know that she was born a slave.” 

“ Slaves are not always unhappy, are they, grandmamma ? ” 

“ That depends upon their masters and mistresses: but I suspect 
that they would all tell you that they would be much happier free.” 

Soon as Lizzie finished her breakfast, she could scarcely wait for 
her grandmamma to finish hers and fix a basket of nice things for 
aunt Nelly, she was so anxious to be off. It was a lovely spring 
morning: the crocuses were peeping up their bright yellow heads, 
and the robins had just come from their wintering in the south, 
and were hopping from bush to bush, singing so sweetly, when Lizzie 
started for her walk. She was as happy as her little favorites, and 
would like to have stopped and told them how glad she was to see 
them, and how she hoped that they would make their nests again in 
the large apple tree by her bed-room window. But her grandmamma 
had always told her never to stop and talk or play when she sent 
her with any thing; and the little basket on her arm, laden from 
grandmamma’s pantry, hurried her on. 

It was some distance to aunt Nelly’s, down in the back street, 
quite out of the bustle of the town, where old Mr. Howard owned 
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a little cottage, and Nelly had lived in it for several years ; but 
Lizzie’s heart was so light she tripped along very fast, and soon 
reached the wicker gate, and feared that she had come so early her 
old friend would not be ready to receive a visitor. A tap at the 
door, and it was opened by an old woman that the children said 
“ was black as a crow,” but with such a good-natured face, and such 
a warm greeting for Lizzie, that she thought she was handsome. 
Aunt Nelly — for it was she — made a low courtesy, and bade Miss 
Lizzie walk in. 

“I am so glad to see you up, aunt Nelly!” said the little girl. 
“ Grandmamma will let me stay with you and read and talk till I 
am tired, if you would like to have me! ” 

“ 0, yes ; so good in old missis, and so good in young missis too ! 
Nelly can no work to-day ; she only think— think — and that make 
her worse ; she love to bear Miss Lizzie so well.” 

Nelly’s cottage was no new place to Lizzie; many an hour she 
had spent in it. But it is to my young readers ; and we will take a 
look round whilst she is enjoying a frolic with Rover, who is giving 
her a very warm greeting in his expressive dog way, and aunt Nelly 
has disappeared in a closet to empty the basket, and perhaps refresh 
herself with some of Mrs. Howard’s nice biscuit and ham. 

The front door opened into a small sitting room. On the floor is a 
nice rag carpet: it does not quite cover it, leaving just board enough 
for aunt Nelly to show how neat she is, by keeping it scoured so 
white that it could be used for a table. Between the two windows, 
which have very nice white cotton curtains, is a small looking glass ; 
and under it a small stand, with a white cloth upon it and a large 
book. You know that it is the Bible. Nelly cannot read in it, 
though Lizzie has tried to teach her ; but she loves to look at it and 
hear “ little missis ” read it. 

Some plain wooden chairs, with two that are cushioned with gay 
pieces of cloth sewed in stripes, and a little bureau, complete aunt 
Nelly’s parlor furniture : but peep through that partly opened door, 
and you will see her snug bed room, with a strip of rag carpet before 
the bed, and a bright calico spread upon it and her snow-white pil¬ 
low cases ; and you wonder where aunt Nelly works. 

She has a little shed out of her back door, where she has just 
moved her stove, and uses it for her summer kitchen ; and you con¬ 
clude that she is very comfortable, and may say, as Lizzie did, “ Why 
does aunt Nelly ever feel bad ? ” 

Aunt Nelly had emptied and washed the plates and put them with 
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fiosey bidding the servants good by. 

gone to prepare a home for such poor sinner. 0, it goes right down 
into Nelly’s poor sinful heart, such great love.” 

Lizzie got the Bible and read several chapters from the Gospel of 
John, Nelly often interrupting her with her exclamations. “That’s 
good! Good Savior come to save poor slave! He love Nelly 
and die for her! O, it give Nelly strength! Young missis love 
Jesus too.” 


the napkin in Lizzie’s basket, ready for her to take, and she had said, 
again and again, “ God bless my good missis; too kind to old 
Nelly ; ” and then she put a clean white apron on and sat down on 
her low chair in the corner. Lizzie was very glad to rest too, for 
she had had such a frolic with Rover ; and he laid down at her 
feet, weary as herself. 

“Now, aunt Nelly, what shall I read to you? ” said Lizzie. 

“ Out of God’s book, missis, how Jesus Christ died for Nelly and 
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Lizzie read until she was tired and hoarse : when she stopped she 
wanted to ask Nelly why she often looked at her so sad and would 
shake her head ; but, recollecting that her grandmamma said she 
must not tease her, she did not. 

“ Now young missis tired, Nelly talk to her — she want to tell her 
many things before she go home. Last night Nelly think she go ; 
had no tell Miss Lizzie all she want to many a long day.” 

Lizzie wondered what aunt Nelly meant by “ going home ; ” for she 
often spoke of it, and she knew Nelly had no other home on earth. 

“ Well, missis, you often think queer me look sad when you come 
so happy ; but me think of Miss Rosey and old missis. They war very 
kind too ; and Nelly play all day long with Miss Rosey and love her 
so much.” 

“Were you unhappy then, aunt Nelly? for grandmamma says 
you were a slave.” 

“ Not then, Miss Lizzie ; I no think ’bout any thing but play. My 
mammy Kate was Miss Rosey’s mammy ; and Miss Rosey let no one 
scold Nelly. We play on veranda all day long — then all sunshine — 
good mas’r and missis. Miss Rosey give Nelly pretty ribbons and 
nice frocks. Sometimes old missis say, ‘ Rosey, I must send you away, 
or else sell Nelly.’ She cry; say ‘No, no, mammal I love Nelly!’ 
and then she put arms round my neck ; she no feared black skin. But 
Mas’r Dick, he no bear me. He very proud, cross, and be angry wid 
Miss Rosey ’cause she have me on veranda all time. He say he no 
have black nigger under his foot: then he pinch and strike me when 
no missis there ; but I hollow and run ; he hate me more ; but Nelly 
no mind when Miss Rosey come, she so happy ; for Miss Rosey alway 
good. Bam by Miss Rosey getting big girl, and missis say she 
must go to school; but she say she no go without me ; but missis 
say she must. It was black day when she go ; no more sunshine 
for poor Nelly. Me see her now : how she cry when she call all ser¬ 
vants and say ‘ Good by! ’ say, too, she soon come back ; no forget 
Nelly, but bring her lots of pretty things ; send some by old missis 
and mammy Kate when they come. How we all cry too, and ‘ God 
bless Miss Rosey! ’ and carriage drove off; but she never come back ; 
then come trouble ; Nelly happy no more. Old mas’r went down wid 
them to Savannah, put them in big ship to go north to great city: 
he come home agen. Then times changed ; mas’r kind, but he so 
easy like, let Mas’r Dick have his own way ; he give word, then 
blow, sometime blow first; he say I fat, lazy nigger; he make lazy 
nigger know what work is now my silly young missis gone ; should 
3 
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pick cotton. O, how my blood boil when he tell me I be field hand! 
I know only play. I tell him me no belong to him; me Miss Rosey’s. 
Then he cuff me ; old mas’r tell him stop for Miss Rosey’s sake. Many 
days pass, no hear from the missis ; then come story big ship lost, 
and missis both gone ; mammy Kate too. Mas’r tell Jim get 
up horses, set right off for Savannah. He and Mas’r Dick go; no 
sorry he go ; but Nelly’s heart brak when she think of them all. 
She hope it not be true ; aunt Elsie say it be, for she hear owl 
hooting round house all night, and see ghosts too; she shake her 
head — all believe aunt Elsie. Two weeks, then come mas’rs, all 
dress black ; servants all know then no good news. How they all 


The whip. 

scream, wring hands! No more see good missis, Miss Rosey, and my 
own mammy. Nelly’s heart brak. 0, trouble then : old mas’r he no 
care for any thing.” 

Tears trickled down old Nelly’s cheeks as she recalled all the 
sorrows of her childhood, and Lizzie wept with her. 

“ Don’t talk any more now,” said the feeling little girl; “ it will 
make you worse, aunt Nelly.” 

“ Me want to tell you all now, Miss Lizzy ; for God may call Nelly 
to come home, and you not know what poor slave suffer, and when 
Miss Lizzy go south have slaves.” 

“I will never have them!” exclaimed Lizzie, interrupting Nelly. 
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“Well, Miss Lizzie, me hope so too ; but me finish soon. Then 
Nelly’s troubles only begin. Mas’r Dick now take ’thority; little 
while he so so ; but soon he ’gin to say niggers nohow impose 
on him ; he have them whipped. Nelly have no friend left; cry, 
cry, and no eat. He say eat, or whip. Nelly have no Savior then ; 
think all her friends gone; she no care to live. Then Mas’r Dick 
have her tied up, whipped, whipped; hope now God forgive him.” 

“ I can’t hear any more, Nelly ; it makes me sick: some other 
time,” said Lizzie. 



Aunt Nelly. 


“ Good grandmamma can tell you rest, Miss Lizzie. Lor’ bless 
her! She make old Nelly full of comfort now.” 

Lizzie felt that she must get into the air: it was her first lesson 
in the horrors of slavery, and sickened her young heart. 

“ Aunt Nelly, it is quite noon; and I will go, and come again.” 

Putting on her bonnet, and taking her little basket in her hand, she 
bade aunt Nelly good by with more kindness and tenderness than 
she had ever done. Rover escorted her some distance ; but she could 
only pat his head in silence. The birds sang as sweetly, the sun 
shone as brightly, as when she tripped along so happy a few hours 
before, wondering then that any one could be sad in such a bright, 
beautiful world. Now every thing seemed changed ; her young heart 
felt ready to burst with sorrow and sympathy for her poor old friend. 





20 


AUNT NELLY. 


When Lizzie reached her grandfather’s she ran into her grand¬ 
mother’s room; and, throwing herself into her arms, she burst into 
tears and wept unrestrained. 

“ 0 grandmamma,” she exclaimed, “ I wish I had never heard 
about it! Why does God let people be so cruel and wicked? I 
am sure father does not treat his slaves so. I never, never- want to 
go south, grandmamma.” 

“ Perhaps you never will, my dear,” said Mrs. Howard. “We will 
talk about that another time, and you shall hear how aunt Nelly got 
her freedom and is now so comfortable.” 





LITTLE MISSY’S WREATH. 


WOVEN BY TWO AUNTIES. 

















OLD CJESAK,. 


“ Come, now, old Caesar, sit you down 
In this cool spot of ours, 

And let me crown your dear old head 
With this sweet wreath of flowers. 


Now leave your work a little while 
And take me on your knee; 

And, while I crown you with a wreath, 
A story tell to me. 

I like your stories better far 
Than any in my book. 

0, how I wish that you could see 
How beautiful you look! 

You’ve told me many a pretty tale 
When we’ve sat here alone; 

But they were all of other men: 

Now tell me, please, your own. 

I know that you were unce a slave 
And toiled beneath the sun : 

But now, old Caesar, tell to me 
How you your freedom won. 







OLD CJESAR. 


I often see tlie great tears steal 
Over your cheeks so black: 

Is it because you wish to go 
To chains and slavery back? ” 

“ No, missy ; no. I pray that I 
May never be a slave again ; 

For slavery’s a bitter thing — 

A life of anguish, tears, and pain. 



Old C®sar’s home. 


Yet once I had a happy home; 

A good, kind wife and children dear; 

A master good, and kind, and true 
As any I could meet with here. 

Yet, then, what was I but a slave ? 
Though ’neath the lash I did not groan 










I did not own myself or wife; 

My children, — they were not my own 

I knew that, should old master die, 

We must be scattered far and wide; 
And every night, in dreams, I saw 
My loved ones severed from my side. 

0, bitter, bitter tears I shed; 

I raised to heaven my hopeless cry: 

* 0, ere that day, my God, my God, 

Pray let me lay me down to die! ’ 

Vain were my prayers: that wretched day 
Came all too soon: old master died. 
Another came his place to take, 

And we were scattered far and wide. 


That sad time I remember well 
When we all left our cabin door; 
My mistress dear shed many a tear ' 
And bade us farewell o’er and o’er. 


0, who can tell how sad our hearts, 
With bitter grief and anguish torn ? 
0 woe the day! — the dreadful day ! 

I wished that I had ne’er been born. 








OLD CiESAR. 



I had short time to say farewell 
To children dear and wife so true 
I loved my children, missy, dear, 
Just as your own papa loves you. 


Farewell to home. 


Tet then, alas ! I knew I should 
Their faces nevermore behold: 
One and another left my side, 

To a more cruel bondage sold. 












Unheeded were their anguished prayers; 

Unpitied fell their bitter tears : 

I seem to hear their pleadings now; 

I’ve heard them every day for years: — 

‘ 0, starve and beat us as you will, 

And let us nothing know but pain; 

Yet grant but this, 0 master, pray — 

That we together may remain.’ 

■''With cruel blows their cries were hushed; 

They dragged them from us one by one 
With aching hearts we saw them sold, 
Until at last we stood alone. 

Yes, e’en the little one, whose smiles 
Had ever served our hearts to cheer, 

Was dragged from its fond mother’s arms, 
And taken off we knew not where. 

My poor, sad, trembling wife and I 
Drew closer to each other then; 

But all in vain. We too, alas! 

Were parted by these cruel men. 

Frenzied at heart, yet mute and still, 

In dumb despair I saw her go; 

That arm, — so strong to work for them, — 
For her it must not strike a blow. 







I cared not now what might become 
Of such a wretched thing as me; 

For all I loved were scattered now; 

Their forms I nevermore might see. 

Yet years of slavery and toil 
Gave me a longing to be free: 

My fellow-slaves and I oft talked 
Of the delights of liberty. 

Three of us then arranged a plan; 

And one dark night we sallied forth: 
We knew not where we were to go, 

But only turned our faces north. 

Yet, e’er we many miles had gone, 
Pursuers came upon our track: 

Their shouts and cries we plainly heard. 

‘ 0, must we go to bondage back ? 

‘Far rather death! ’ we cried; and on 
Through bush and brake we bounded; 
While now, on our affrighted ears, 

The bay of the bloodhounds sounded. 

One poor wretch faltered in the race, 
Weary, and faint, and worn: 

. They’ve got him now; alas! he’s done, 
By the fierce bloodhounds torn! 







OLD CiESAB. 
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On, on they came : with frantic haste 
We dashed the swamps and marshes through 
Until at last the hounds were foiled 
In passing through a deep bayou. 



The fugitive caught. 


We now laid still till darkness came, 
Then took again our toilsome way; 
And so we travelled every night, 

And hid like felons through the day. 










OLD CiESAR. 


God guided us, and guarded us, 

And raised up friends both true and kind; 

Yet still my heart, sweet missy, turns 
To those dear ones I left behind. 

And this is why the scalding tears 

Roll down my withered cheeks like rain; 

I weep for those I dearly love 
Yet never shall behold again.” 

“ Now, Caesar, say no more to day; 

Your story makes me cry: 

0, what a wicked, wicked thing 
Is human slavery! 

I wish I was a woman grown 
And had great heaps of gold; 

I’d travel to the south and buy 
Each slave that could be sold. 

And then I’d free them all at once 
And make them happy too ; 

I’d buy your wife and children all 
And bring them back to you.” 

“No, missy; that can never be; 

I’ll never see them here below; 

But if we all our Savior love, 

Why, then we all to heaven will go. 






OLD CAESAR. 
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He’s paid a price, more precious far 
Than all the wealth this earth can give, 

To buy his children, white and black, 

And take them up with him to live. 

And all I ask or hope for now 
. Is, that our sins may be forgiven; 

That we may serve him here below, 

And all may see his face in heaven.” 

“ Then, Csesar, I will meet you here 
At this same hour each day, 

And for your wife and children dear 
We will together kneel and pray.” 

It was a holy thing to see 

That lovely face, so young and fair, 

Beside old Cgesar’s sable brow 

While they together knelt in prayer. 

And He who hears the feeblest cry 
Of all the lowly and the meek 

Will never turn his face from one 
Who does his blessing humbly seek. 

Ho matter what their clime or race, 

Their sins, through Christ, may be forgiven; 

And thus his children all will meet, 

To praise him evermore, in heaven. 












